FIRE BELOW

" I'm afraid I've lost it," said I. " I am
going to the consul at Vigil as soon as I can/*
The man shook his head.
" Without a passport we cannot allow you
to pass." He turned to his fellow. " It cannot
be one of them. He is going the opposite way."
The other shrugged his shoulders.
" He answers the description/' he said.
'* You say you are walking. , Where did you
sleep last night ? "
He could not have asked a worse question.
I had no idea of the country which, had I come
from the west, I must have passed through.
** I slept at a farm/' I said. " I do not know
the name of the place/'
" What was the last town you passed ? "
Frantically I cudgelled my brains. I had
read some names on the map, but, because they
did not concern us, they had not stayed in my
mind.
" I cannot remember/*
There was a moment's silence.
Then-----
" He must come to the station/* said the one
tliat had spoken last.
** Yes," said the other softly, with the queerest
look in his eyes, which were fast on my coat.
The next instant he fell upon me, shouting
some words of patois which I could not under-
stand.
To struggle was hopeless, and so I stood
perfectly still. Tljen a hand went into my
packet and brought my pistol out.